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HOP OUT THE PUSSY IM 21 
Produced By JPEGMAFIA x FREAKY 


JPEGMAFIA: 

Mama told me I'm to cool to be young 
Hop out that pussy I'm 21 

Hop out that pussy I'm Jesus 
Black savior with a ceaser 

| traveled the world with no visa 
Kissing white ass like Koreans 
Yung Leonard every season 

I'm always on defense 

Hop out that pussy I'm 21 
License to kill with a dirty gun 
My girl said only | make her cum 
Told her ex man the same shit 
I'm playing cards like gambit 
Wolverine claws out in Hampden 
Cops come niggas scrambling 
Peggy stand still like a manakin 


FREAKY: 

On wax it go wiki wiki 

On the track 

You can't see me 

Like Houdini 

Who he to me 

Do | dejonay 

Jus sticky 

Like I'm hangin with penny proud 

Look at me 

Owww 

Popped out the pussy 23 year old child 
Split the Dutch like Moses split the Nile 
That was then 

Dis is now 

Wet willy gone digital 

Don't ask me how 

Actually child sit 

Yo ass down 


JPEGMAFIA: 

Hop out that pussy I’m 21 
Hop out that pussy I’m 
Hop out that pussy I’m 21 
21 

Hop out that I’m God 
Hop out that pussy I’m 21 
Hop out that pussy I’m 
Hop out that pussy I’m 21 
21 

Hop out that 


Bitch | am not with fuck shit 

| bring the dope to your function 

| bring the dope to your momma house 
Just to show u | ain’t frontin 
Netptunes with the bass kick 

Mf doom with the sample flips 
Peggy should have his own drum kit 
Peggy should have his own 000 

| deny my identity like | was bill maher 
Cuz | steal cars 

And drive across the country 
Looking for niggas to kill off 

I'm not the one 

I'm just a spark and the Sun 

And I'm blocking your moonlight 
Cuz I'm so bright 

And I'm so hard 

And I'm such a bitch 

Niggas scratching for shit 

While my finger itch 

Trigger 

Glitching in the system 

The matrix | play for Pistons 

This is a defensive year 

Ask about me | don't care 

Ask about me | ain't there 

Snitch es are pawns 

Make em get off oh my lawn 

Tye em up and hit the river at dawn 


Make em learn every last word to this song 


Hop out that oh shit 21 


FREAKY: 

Hop out the pussy I'm 21 
Learned how to walk 20 som 
Fresh outta prison I'm forty 

| ain't got shit | ain't worthy 
They tryin retire my jersey 

They wanna do the boy dirty 
They wanna gimme a purpose 
They monetize feelin worthless 
They cut me out of the surplus 
The fuck did | do to deserve this 
I'm on foreign land deserted 
Run for your life ya heard me (x2) 
Mobilitys life ya heard me (x2) 
I'm Ina foreign institute 

| heard the warden drive a coupe 
I'm in a fuckin chicken coupe 
It's like ten by fuckin 2 

Hop out the pussy I'm 21 
License to kill with dirty gun 

22 


connect the dots on peggy’s cadillac: 


@ remer 
—=_ 


Complete this noun 10w 
Peggy Mad Lib: es adjective 
jpegmafia ALERT ALERT ALERT! THIS ISA 
SERVICE 
ANNOUNCEMENT! THE BEN 
CARSON S HAVE ARRIVED! YES 
THEY ARE ALL MY HAVE 
COME BACK. ONE TODAY FOR 


____ NO TAX. THESE ARE THE ____, ONES 
LEFT. ONLY 30 WE SOLD ____ ONLINE 
AND NOW IM ON MY SHIT THIS 
IS BUT 
WHATVER THE FUCK HIS CANT 
____ THIS SHIT. ILL BE ____ING THEM AT 
MY SHOW TOMORROW AT THE 

. SO COME ENJOY THE 


PERFORMANCE AND____ A TAPE, BEA 
PERSON AND ADOPT THESE __S. 
THEY NEED A . 
PS. JAM THESE TAPES WHILE U VOTE FOR 
. IM VOTING FOR 

AMY SCHUMER FUCK THIS ITS 

ITS ALMOST AS BAD AS THE 
GOVERNER RACE IN CALI WHEN GARY 


Log in to like or comment. 000 


LETS HIT A LICK ON THE WHITEHOUSE 
Produced By JPEGMAFIA 


FREAKY: JPEGMAFIA: 

Xanned out Squad autonomous 

Pissed off Shooters anonymous 

Pan out Women androgynous 

Thick squad We do the opposite 

Drag out Peggy so dominant 

Big balls Stay with one pistol like 

Pass out Bitch I'm monogamous 

Big gas Married to opulence 

Chit chat Fuck your accomplishments 

Ain't with that Pre nup my documents 

Get back stink pack Sign em with confidents 

6 zips 1 liter Fuck all the consequence 

Drank that Need a Janelle Monae 

Picture perfect So | can | can start my metropolis 
Paint that These bitches incompetent 

All black Weapns with silencers 

Ball Cap Now killed or be killed 

Call back Decision unanimous 

Asap Not with indie shit 

Way of racks No Titus andronicus 

Lay flat More like Tidus Up in Zanarkans 
Payback Banging Yuna and her guardians 
Roll up High summon 

Hay stack Bringing calm again 

Made that Sinners need not to prey for Peggy 
50 xans 25 dollars Wash u niggas cuz my load is heavy 
Fade that Baby fro but my spirit dreaded 
Real racks When | crack the code watch u get embeded 
Wood grain 

May back 

| want that 


Moved to Baltimore 

| ain't gone back 

So smacked 

No stacks 

Can't lose 

Focus 

Fuck all y'al 

Orgy 

Listening to 

Nore 

2 liter pouring 

You people boring 
Sippin on the Jordan 
Wake up from the dead 
Like 45 I'm back 

All your shit is horse shit 
Stay Rollin lotus 

I'm off several doses 
I'm super-freaky-llama-exby-alladocious 
Oh shit 

Makin no sense 


BUMBOPUSSYRASCLAT 
Produced By JPEGMAFIA 


JPEGMAFIA: 

Niggas ain't hip to the new traps 

Who's dat niggas get clapped in a group chat 
Two rats got em scope where the brew at 
Cops ain't ready for dos shitttt 

Bad to the bone 

Fuck a badge and a gun 

Gat in my lap get ya badge nigga run 

Ima go OJ on this shit 

Ima go Bill Cosby on a bitch 

| got so many charges 

Case search won't index it 

I'm worried bout my life 

Nigga mother-fuck a Brexit 

These pussy ass rappers 

Always running to the Feds 

All these fucking tats but u got no bread 

No fucking guap 

No fucking clout 

U acting like a bitch 

Boi scared to come out the house 

U scared to come my place 

U scred to talk in my face 

U filing paper work 

Cuz of u scared catching this fade 

U Better have no malice cuz I'm good with the clips 
U Bette have a chalice cuz | shoot from the hip 
Metal gear solid | got rockets in my crew 

U don't know the shooters but the shooters know u 
My laywer ask me 

Peggy why u going so hard 

| told that bitch 

Shut up hoe 

This my fucking job 

This my fucking squad 

Thats my fucking pot 

This my fucking city bitch 

Fuck out mi yard 


get peggy and freaky to safety 
while avoiding the piggys 


| MIGHT VOTE 4 DONALD TRUMP 
Produced By JPEGMAFIA 


FREAKY: 

| might vote for Donald trump 

Jus to say | did it 

| might fall into group of friends full of bigots 
Y'all don't know my aimin 

| gotta vision like that's so Raven 

Gangstas don't die they get fat and move to 
Miami 

lam he 

Throw it may way | N T 

Everything straight like ironed tees 

In the back of the bell 

Burning my degree 

At Uni-Mart yellin’ fuck Bernie! 

Up early 

Cup dirty 

Couple thirties 


JPEGMAFIA: 

| might vote for Donald trump just to say | did it. 

| might call the IRS and pay them a visit 

Feed all my niggas with pistols and priveldge them digits 
Then | tell that nigga Christ Kristie to pay me a visit 
| brought the guns to the house 

| got my feet on the couch 

| dont think that you understand 

But Im tryna bring back the south 

| been the man for a year 

U been a bitch all your life 

| got my hand on the crown 

Yea voted for that nigga twice 

Braindead on my birth day 

Voted for that nigga high 

Fuck a Jordan and a huckabee 


Boy the way that Sprite mix with the lean 
So purty 

Show my tolerance no mercy 

| jus popped 20 xans 

So the crackers wouldn't find them 

Back up to the wall though 

Drugs like where's Waldo 

Wrote it down gonzo 

No seas chancho Mano a Mano 

Damn bro de Plano 

Farragamo llama sittin on chanclas 
Deuce in a Fanta 

O my lanta 

| jus might vote for Donald trump jus cuz it's legal 


| never wanted the mike 

| never wanted this life 

| got a hit for your signs 

My niggas been rolling the dice 
& Now I'm 

Shanking these crackers for ice 
| think that Im over edge 

Spear in a Christian 

Got all the Litas they giving me head 
Fuck what u said 

Fuck out my bed 


I'm rolling I'm rolling | think they got me off my meds 


Got a bitch who give that Nancy Reagan head 
Carter era she was humpin my leg 

Bush era | was close to the dead 

Trump era Ill be killin the feds 


fill in what this neighborhood would look like in a Trump dictatorship: 


draw what peggy & freaky ate while 
working on the EP... 


#TRUSSMEDADDI 
Produced By JPEGMAFIA 


JPEGMAFIA: 

If | hear one more nigga saying all lives matter 
Gat to your back bitch 

All lives splattered 

No love lost 

In the land of the free 

When your race b on the ID 


Truss Mi Daddi 

While u niggas bu 

mbpin 

Lightskin dancehall tracks 

| was clicking and picking all my guns off of amazon 
Truss me 

| shoot real good 

Never fake it 

| Had to hit the marksmen 

To make outta of basic 

All my bitch niggas know what I'm talking bout 

| had to take it back to 05 and walk it out 

Why every woke song u niggas make u shitting on your 
self 

Pathetic 

Somebody gotta be ice cube 

And dead it 

Now if I said it | meant 

U run this verse back Enough times u get infected 
| got the antiseptic 

| dropped BBC three months ago 

And haven’ heard shit that I’m impressed with it 
So fuck it I'll just press this 

That good shit u got 

The one u keep in a secret 

And Try and flex with 

Ain’t fucking with my next shit 


FREAKY: 

DONT SHOOT (x600, so far, this year) 
(bullet) 

(bullets) 

(bullet) 


Shout out to my nigga 

Michae johnson down in Texas 

He fucked them cops good | can’t wait for the next hit 
Hit after hit after 

Since u Crackers loves stats and percentages 

| got a fresh one for ya and it goes like this 

Every last cop that died in Dallas can suck a Dick 

In the afterlife 

And if a war comes I’m shooting husbands after wives 
They don’t want me in the suburbs 

Giving your girl that good wood cracker 

She said I’m suberp superb 

Like no other 

| grip that ass tight when I’m doggy styling your mother 
She keep throwing it back Ima give u some tanned brothers 
I’ll be damned if | hold hands with a cop like he my cousin 
U rock a blue uniform then Peggy don’t see color 

But | ain’t tryna get smothered 

| just wanna bust a. nut in her 

Plan b Peggy such a sinner 

| want that John Oliver 

Bill maher 

Real sex 

HBO Go money nigga 


BIG DATA 
Produced By JPEGMAFIA 


FREAKY (CHORUS): 

Big data (x3) 

| gotta big data 

Thousand exas 

Couple zettas 

| need every last pizza data 
Still the beta 

Million pedas 

Big data big data big date 

If you don wanna give it to me 
Ima steal your data 

| need more data 

| got big data 

Know your behavior 

Your on my radar 

Got you meta data and date a birtha 
Big data 


FREAKY (CHORUS): 

Big data (x3) 

| gotta big data 

Thousand exas 

Couple zettas 

| need every last pizza data 
Still the beta 

Million pedas 

Big data big data big date 

If you don wanna give it to me 
Ima steal your data 

| need more data 

| got big data 

Know your behavior 

Your on my radar 

Got you meta data and date a birtha 
Big data 


JPEGMAFIA: 

Fresh gigabytes 

Dropbox fiend 

Zip for files 

Rare for the win 

| can Tina turna flac 

To a wav mane 

We can get u high 

Just Don't play me cheap yah 

Bitcoin poppin out my pocket 

Like | was satoshi YAH 

Henrik hat trick 

U can't touch my goalie yah? 

Pedabyte 

Terabyte 

yah 

Bounce like a check 

While she sucking on my trophies yah 

Damn | got these putos 

Jumpin like they was an uso ya 

How u try Fl come Peggy neck with so so music ha? 
Buffering buffering bitch u never answer 

The Man talk slick | got nothing but the ganja 
Keyboard killers always tryna load they macs up 
Ain't did shit in 5 seasons like Sansa 

Fuck all your banter 

| move like a panther 

Smoking on that | am not a human click a captcha 


FREAKY: 

She Glad 

She glad | date her 

Cuz | got a big data 
Wanted me to date her 
Cuz my big big big data 
Big data big data 

She all on my big data 
They all on my big data 
Can’t get off of my big data 
Why yall on my big data 
Hop off my big data 

Big data 


JPEGMAFIA: 

Big data big data 

No debator 

Poppin like the perculator 

And she on me cause I'm 

Solid like the terminator 

Peggy run it Wayne like 07 but I'm not a skater 
Off addy off the gas gotta get that paper 
Heath slater 

Hold. Your gut like u in labor 

She too sweet to savor 

Damn 

| guess | got your data 

You be tryna save her 

But I'm dat bitch savior 


FREAKY: 

Frozen in my exabyte trove 

Big data sets 

Weaponizing drones 

Cameras on my phone 

Never home alone 

@ symbol my 

Icy data base 

Karma whore 

Hoarding info by 

The digi bit 

With a gun barrel between you'r teeth , 
You only speak in vowels 

Data only compiles 

People only complains 

The Internet ain't safe 

You think it's jus click 

Click bait 

irl we live this afk 

They wan take my head off like jfk 
And shrug shoulders and act like they idk 
| jus want a smoke green like hiemeken 


THE INTERNET AINT SAFE 
Produced By FREAKY 


JPEGMAFIA: 

Shout out Chelsea manning 

Shout out Edward Snowden 
Cursor on my head 

Cursor on my head 

| Hope I'm never chosen 

Niggas thinking that their data safe 
But it ain't safe no more bitch 
Keep on thinking that the fader safe 
Cuz they ain't safe no more 

| heard that U think your lady safe 
But she ain't safe no more bitch 
Internet aint gonna keep you safe 
W3 fucking wit me 


All that shit is mine 

| can't get enough 
I'm off that pdf 

I'm debo in my mind 
Debo in my mind..... 


FREAKY: 

Ew boobs and face in the same picture 
She said | am her main mister 

| said that shit ain't safe yo 

Your nudies ain't safe yo 


W38 ain't safe dot com 
Trolls spam and bots 
Surveil your thoughts 
Upload upload upload 
Over throw over over throw 
Over load over load over load 
Digital embryo evermore 
Torrent my life 

Sell it for a price 

Advertise advertise 

Apple pies 

iPhone 9 


New wrist rocking 

Ice glist often 

Can't stop copping 

Shop till’ dropping 

Get these bitches popping 

Off my address 

Click it and ticket 

They think that I'm fresh 

Never put your dick 

And your face in the same pic 
Upload your shit to my cloud 
Like | claimed it 

Passwords is old 

Usernames ain't the same bitch 
Back slash back slash watch me switch up 
the language 


You ain't safe when you online 
Don't believe me 

Google your whole you mind 
Update 

A couple times a day 

Check in 

Never really checked out 
Chest out 

When | die 

Put my ip on my tombstone 
Bury me alive with my id 
And all my hard drives 


Ima die online 

Feds Tap my line 

Ima kill myself online 

Ima put it all on the line 
Ima let you inside my mind 
No warrant 


design your own The 2nd Amendment merch. 


recreate the | Might Vote 4 Doland Trump music video, 
in a location other than suburban america: 


XANNY DAVIS JR 


feat. Wrongful Life 
Produced By JPEGMAFIA 


JPEGMAFIA: 

Fuck out my lane 

Driving these vultures fuck out the game 
The fuck am | saying 

| got a million special moves 

That | call upon like its the Pokemon game 
Thats fucking bat shit 

Sleeping with so many lies in my mattress 
Getting head like Petraeus 

Not getting caught like Hernandez 

Go to court in my pajamas 

| might take a Marc train to my lawyers house 
So | can in get in her panties 

She hop out the bed 

| pulled out the meds 

And told her | voted for Sanchez 

| mean Pedro I'm a bastard 

For them pesos get yo ass kicked 

Hop out the bed and turn swag on pimpin 
U got alot to say but ain't really saying shit like Ashlee Simpson 
| stomp on every Kirk Franklin track that | come across. 
Just to get my point across 

That a line u never crossed 

| was in project halls while 

U was in a fucking loft 

My passion for the Christ 

Became a passion for midi and daws 
Reasons for regrets and loss 

Fruity niggas acting soft 

Hit em with that 808 boom 

And take ya high end off 

Jesus was a carpenter 

Malcolm was a fucking boss 

Ghandi was a pussy 

He'd catch a bullet like randy moss 

Word to my niggas in pike county 

I'm going off 


FREAKY: 

If it don't come to me 

Don't force it 

If it ain't it write itself 

He ain't wrote it 

If it weren't for the drugs 

He'd lose focus 

Lately | been feelin like | am not a rapper 
Being behind this mic ain't makin shit happen 
Tryna get to the root of my words 
Fuck Greek or Latin 

| ain't got shit to say like 

Charlie Chaplin 

Clutching the only dollar in my pocket 
Tryna not rob some fuckin body 
Wake up nauseated 

Cuz | been going to sleep hungry 
Only thing | own is a pile of fuckin undies 
They tryna pull the rug from under me 
Old me 

Askin question bout the younger me 
Like whys he rappin 

XYZ plannin 

That's why they ran in 

It's never random 

Shoaty 

Keep his pants on 

Alls | need is a dag gon slice 

To land on 

lon need a fake patio 

At the end of the movie like ha ha 

Off into the sunset | go 

Like can | kick it 

Thai bow 

What type bull shit you on 


ROB BANKS 
Produced By BUTCH DAWSON 


BUTCH DAWSON (CHORUS): 


| might rob a bank, 
Cause | got a tank 
High up in the ranks, 

| might rob a bank 
Cause a nigga broke 
But smoke alot of stank, 
What the fuck u think? 
| dont give a fuck, 

Had that nina tuck, 
crashed the party up, 
Put them fingers up, 
Jerry springer'd up 
And stick the lobby up, 


BUTCH DAWSON: 

| was in the crib, 
Grubbin on some ribs 
Fuckin on ya bitch, 
Thats when i got a call, 
From my nigga josh 

He said he need a job, 
Push that shorty off, 

i told my nigga josh, 
"Look here im witcha dawg" 
We wasn't getting paid 
It started as a joke, 

Like we can rob a bank? 


BUTCH DAWSON (CHORUS) 


FREAKY: 

Robbed the bank 

Slidin cross the interstate 

Ridin kush to the face 

That candle lit like dinner dates 
Smoke the shit like andale 
How | smoke so much 

When the rent is late 

How I pull that out my ass 


| swear the boy is like cirque de Solay 


Hip hip hooray 

| fill a soda with xans 
Pour a cup fo my man 
Sanji 

Break the dam the beat 
Up 

Like its pangea 

Sing it to it like Mari Maria 
Lean in my sangria 
Blood on my adidas 

Icy like margaritas 


BUTCH DAWSON (CHORUS) 


JPEGMAFIA: 

Hit the plug 

Got a new gun that bitch fat and priveldged 
Call her amy schumer 

lliza Shlesinger when i get the hammer 
Bang bang shooting at the shooters 

Form up like clayface 

Then im swingin on em like batman 

The front door won't openUp 

We gon have to hit the back 


Sticking up Hilary for her chips 
Before | vote for her 

Robbing my bank 

She said | overdraft too much for her 
| whip a tank 

5 star GTA 

Fuck up off me 

Queen latifah cheefah 

But these pigs aint set it offing me 
Joanne how | scam the courthouse 
Judge said | got 30 days in the pen 
Told him fuck that | ain't going back in 


Grab his left wrist take his watch then | scram 


Robbing niggas Stalling niggas 

If the cops cum then we dodging niggas 
Straight licks fuck a hostage nigga 

| need all dat money in my pocket 


ACROSS: 


1. rhymes with drumpf 

2. the right to bear arms, also the title of the EP 

3. most common excuse for getting pulled over - if you're black 

4. when you feel like you can comment on these issues, you probably have a... 


DOWN: 


1. he was once at the top of his medical profession, now at the bottom of his political career 

2. the cops ask for it, apparently if you're black you get killed for presenting it 

3. *hopefully* we won't see the construction of this in the next four years, but if trump is ellected who knows! 
4. what does Freaky repeatedly yell at the end of Trussmedaddi? 


draw your own concerned citizen here! 


URB 
Produced By URBAN SHAMAN 


JPEGMAFIA: 

Nasty with this wrist. | got no completion 

Great at talking shit like I'm politician 

Nationwide ain't in your side I'm unforgiving 

| make em pay for all these hits like they ain't got collision. 
Sniper wolf | hit these copy's with precision 

Peter bucking niggas till they find a new religion 

I'm that black man that made daughter hate tradition 
She buy me magnums then | tag her with some new positions 
| got no head on me 

Niggas ain't ain't ahead of me 

Hit your wifey doggystyle. 

My special move the pedigree. 

I'm Stone Cold with this recipe 

| cook these niggas breakfast b 

Llama like spit like Tempa T 

How dare these niggas step to me 

Fuck them cuz they not my team 

Hella dollars no receipts 

All that cake up on her face 

Like damn maybe its mayballine 

All this talk about my race 

| brush that shit off gracefully 


FREAKY: 

On the mic 

Make you think twice 

On stage you think it's a magic mic 

Way | take layers off 

Im from where the moon and water came from 
Build relation to the sun 

Wake up smell the concrete when the rains done 
Hungry but | need Ganja before bacon 

Give my girl that brown sugar 

I'm Sanaa Lathan 

| got shit say , Nathan 

Jus know that style is ancient 

Wise men told me 

Never get your hopes up for pitchfork 

| make sure To scratch and sniff my ass round rich folk 
Separate the white from the egg yolk 

Kush and orange juice over French toast 
Been a goat 

104 

Down the rabbit hole with 

Draino 

If you ain't know 

On the mic most you no Bueno 

| been spittin pukin on myself since a day one 
Chewing on my favorite color crayon 


Free desean 


Short stroking niggas from the burbs got so much 


hate for me 

First u was a rapper then u was trapper 
Then u was punk kid 

| guess u just n actor 

Niggas getting mixed up in some shit they never 
mastered 

| don't give a fuck Mo or your grammma 
Scrapers tryna buck 

They getting dragged by they antlers 

| ain’t talking labor 

When | say | got the hammer 

*™* saying that he's knows me 

Not true 

The papers said | can't hit *** nigga not u 
Niggas want war but filing orders for peace 
I'm runnig with the squad 

While u run to police 

Acting out on Twitter just gon’ get u deceased 
While | smoke your daddy's ashes 

Out my fasfa recipts 


© pin wheel at these points = © 


1) cut out wheel to find out what age 
these boys will be cut down by police. 


BOYZ 2 MEN 
Produced By JPEGMAFIA 


BUTCH DAWSON: 

Ok what up 

Ok what up 

On my shit 

Put my foot up, 

Work that wrist, 

Watch me cook up 

Wheres yo bitch, 

Damn i took her, 

Ok what up 

Ok what up, 

Dont just run up, 

Gotta put the gun up, 

Ok what up 

Grind till the son up, 

All black hummer? 

Smokin on stunna 

Too stone cold get froze by fridgidair 
K visionairs got flare from the guttuh, 
All black timbs and potatoe 

Bread buttahs, 

Stompin ya click 

I do shit that you coulda, 

Ok what up, 

Its no other, 

Still with the gang but im Solo brova, 
Funny how black is 

Considered as colored. 

Ok what up, 

Ok what up 

Butchy baby, 

Dont lose yaself, 

You would do you if you knew yaself, 
But ya doing niggas like the man, 
Still catching heat like a tan, 

Ok what up, 

Whats the plan? 

We mobbin we robbin we raging damn, 
| aim at you scholars my shit wont jam, 
Then hang wit my partners 

Yah thats the fam 


JPEGMAFIA: 

Moonwalk a nigga face 

Slap your man then catch the 8th 

Two chainZ on my side piece 

| know real shottas 

They don’t fuck with drake 

Telling on me cuz I'm keeping pace 
Sus boys always take the bait 

Sissy niggas got no hope 

Hitting high notes when they catch a case 
Damn boi how much bread you made 
Veteran but u never paid 

Trinidadian or Dominican 

I'm protected when I'm going out state 
Double up bitch | guess I’m mass 
Real ass but the hair fake 

Once again I'm in another state 

With another gun 

In your nigga face 


Call me Mikey dread 

Sippin suda fed 

Whoop a nigga like case then 
Talking to the Feds 

Hit em with lead 

Take his picture like a license 
This expensive shit 

A different kind a lick 

My trigger finger itching 

Right hand 

Fuck a scraper boy 

Like him 

I’m spinning on him like bison 


LLAMA MIND 
Produced By JPEGMAFIA 


FREAKY: 

2 Perc 15s weighin down my mind 
Hopin the spirits don't run 

When they come for me 

Don't ask me what the fucks on my mind 
I slip and | slip I'm slippin like I'm on ice 
All | do is Dyno mite 

| wanna be on your screen like we're on skype 
Sometimes | dress and look like a dyke 

I drip and | drip , dripping the drip 

Alright 

kidnapp the dj 

For a knee slap and cheesecake 

For petesakes dude 

Paint nudes of st Jude 

For beef cake crew cuts in blue 


HEMLOCK ERNST: 

| took my face out the box with 

The windows rattling 

Sabbath in the month of july 

| caught a wave blown 

Bare back stares 

Down the barrel of a bullet traveling 
Take me back to death 

My souls javelin 

He made me in his image? 

| take a screen capture with a grimace 
Sentenced myself to social media dependence 
No friends and no gimmicks 

So fuck a million dollars 

Fuck ya million follows 

I’m a be a man with no tomorrow 

Til the fire burns out 

I’ll be just another outline in the chalk 
When my time runs out 

Or just old and bloated 

That’s how white tends to do this 
Stupid fuckin country never learn 

To face the music 


Pull up to chipotle like 

"Why's a white man making my food" 
"Come on dude" 

No , fuck that 

| ain't Sammy Davis Jr. 

| won't smile and face the viewer 
Like I'm judas 

For 30 pieces of lil silver 

| much rather sell my liver 

Than be sold down the river 

On the road we all begin on 

But act like we don't know like a bigot 
Lemme know if you feel it 

240 is the digits 

It's freaky 


Put it on your pages 

Never Say it their faces 

What’s this freedom with no means of 
Education — for rascists 

My ancestors slavers 

My ancestors neighbors 

A plantation nation 

We're all slaves in relation 

Underlying backbone 

Crosses burned on country backroads 
No charge for broken backbones 
Hillbillies bumpin big pun 

Battle square a telling sign 

We know your hateful asses blind 

If that’s called free speech, 

Then set me on fire 


Set me on fire, let me be free one time 
Set me on fire, let me be free one time 


JPEGMAFIA: 

| got bunch of shit on my mind 

| do my thang with these girls cuz 

they stalkin me 

So many things weighing down my mind 
| can't believe u talk to me 

My name is Peggy 

| think I'm perfect 

And | spit harder 

Then degrassi workers 

| come from the project where bitches get 
tossed at 

And most friends either dead or tryna rap 
& That shit makes sad 

| wish they had father 

| mean | have a dad 

But that nigga never bothered 

Now I'm not tryna wine 

Just gotta get these bars up 

Rapping since a teenager 

niggas never gave a fuck 


But now that | been on the these blogs 
These niggas want a handout 

Ima make work this Cheese cake 

like the band now 

Mix this master that nigga get your bands out 
Stand down peggy got more styles 

than sandow 

000000 love your tape 

| guess that's the saying now 

Mirror mirror on the the wall 

tell me who's a fan now 

& U can't play me like a coon 

| ain't foolish nigga 

And I’m smart with my money 

I'm Jewish Nigga 

Hungry for rap shit my flow screaming bite me 
Rednecks talking smack that shit exites me 
Now u don't like me 

Oh u wanna fight Me 

U gon swing then just do it nigga 

Oh u ain't Nike 


